204               OUT OF MY COFFIN
I originally met Dorziat at the Princess of
Monaco's luncheon parties at Claridge's here in
London, and we soon became great friends, and she
gave me many useful hints regarding the art of
acting.
All those who saw Bernstein's Espoir are unanimous
in saying her rendering of the part was amongst the
most beautiful pieces of acting ever seen.
I was still in Paris in January, 1926, and planning
to spend a holiday at Rapallo, when I was saddened
by the news of the death of Queen Margherita, who
I knew had been ill for a long time with bronchitis.
Two days before I was due to leave for Rapallo,
Conte Nardini, who was Italian Consul in Paris
and a very old friend of the family, rang up very
early in the morning to tell me that the news had
been officially received. He had been instructed to
tell me, as the Queen's godchild, to go into mourning
for a period of six months.
Queen Margherita had died at Bordighera, and
her body was to be taken to Rome for interment
in the Pantheon, where the remains of Victor
Emmanuel II, and of her husband, King Umberto,
also lay. On arriving at Rapallo I was informed by
the local authorities of the time when the Royal
funeral cortege would halt at the station on its
journey to Rome, and I was requested to be present.
It is probably no exaggeration to state that
Queen Margherita was, perhaps, the best loved of
all the Italian royalties ; and Mussolini's ingenious
arrangements on this sad occasion deserve great
admiration. They were the triumph of Fascist
organisation, and disciplined thoroughness.
The Royal train from Bordighera to Rome was